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substance, waiting some creative word, shrouded
spectres that had left the wrecks of their old hulls
below, their voyages finished, and were waiting to
begin a new existence, having been raised to our
level in a new world boundless and serene, with
unplumbed deeps beneath them. There, on our
level, we maintained them in their poise with our
superior gravity and our certain body, giving them
light, being what sun there was in this new system
in another sky. Above them there was nothing,
and around them was blind distance, and below
them the abyss of space. Their lights gathered to
our centre, an incoming of delicate and shining
mooring lines.

It was all so silent, too. But our incoming
cable shattered the spell, and when our siren
warned them that we were moving, a wild pealing
commenced which accompanied us on the long
drift up to Gravesend. There were eight miles
of ships : barges, colliers, liners, clippers, cargo
steamers, ghost after ghost took form ahead, and
then went astern. More than once the fog
thickened again, but the skipper never took way
off her while he could make out a ship ahead of us.
We drifted stern first on the flood, with half-turns